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(Which I difpers’d) they all hatie met againe, 

And are vpon the 'Mediterranian Flote 
Bound ladly home for Naples, 

Suppofing that they fa w the Kings fhip wrackt, 

And his great perfon perifh. 

Pro. Ariel, thy charge 

Exa6Uy is perform'd 5 but there’s more worke s 
What is the time o’th’day ? 

Ar « Paft the mid feafon. 

Pro. At leaft two Glaflfcs: the time*cwixt fix 8c now 
Muft by vs both be fpent mod: precioufly. 

Ar. Is there more toyle ? Since y doll giue me pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis’d. 

Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pro. How now? moodie? 

What is’c thou canft demand ? 

Ar. My Libertie. 

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more: 

Ar . Iprcthee, 

Remember I h3tic done thee worthy feruice, 

Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftakings, ferv’d 
Without or grudge, or grumblings 5 thou did promife 
To bate me a full yep re. 

Pro. Dc’ft thou forget 

From what a torment I did free thee? Ar. No. 

pro . Thoudo’ft; &thinkft it much to tread ^ Ooze 
Ofthefakdcepe; 

To run vpon the fiharpe w r inde of the North, 
Todoemcbufincffein the vcincs o‘th’ earth 
When it is bak’d with fro IK 
Ar . 1 doe not Sir. 

Pro . Thou lieft, malignant Thitag : haft thou forgot 
The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Enuy 
Was growne into ahoope? haft thou torgot her ? 

Ar. No-Syr. 

pro. Thou haft:: where was fine born? focak: tell me: 
Ar. Sir, in Argier . 

Pro . Oh, was (he fo: I muft 
Once in a moneth recount what thou haft bin, 

Which thou forgetft. This damn’d Witch Sycorax ,, 
For mifehiefes manifold, and forcerics terrible 
To enter humane hearing, from Argier 
Thou know’ft was banifh’d : tor one thing fhc did 
They wold not take her life: Is not this true ? Arf, Sir. 

Pro. This blew cy’dhag, was hither brought with 
And here was left by*th’ Saylors; thou my flaue, (child. 
As thou reportft thy felfe,was then her feruanc, 

And for thou waft a Spirit too delicate 
To aSher earthy, and abhord commands, 

Refufing her grand hefts, (he did confine thee 
By helpc of her.more potent Miniftcrs, 

And in hermoft vnmittigable rage. 

Into a clouen Pync, within which rift 
Impriion’d, thou didftpainefully remaine 
A dozen yeeres : within which fpace fhe drd. 

And left thee there: where tbpu didft vent thy groanes 
As faft as Mill-wheeles ftrike: Then was this lftand 
(Sane for the Son, that he did littour heere, 

A frckelld whclpe, hag-borne) not honour a with 
A humane fhape. 

Ar. Yes: Caliban her fonne. 

Pro. Dull thing, I fay fo : he, that Caliban 
Whom now lkeepe in feruice, thou beft know’ft 
What torment I didfinde thee in; thy grones 
Did make wolues howle, and penetrate the breafts 
Oreuer-angry-Beares; it was a torment 


T o lay vpon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not againc vndoc: it was mine Art, 

When I arriu’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne,and let thee out# 

Ar . I thanke thee Matter. 

Pro . If thou more murmur’ft, I will rend an Oakc 
And peg-theein his knotty entrailes,till 
Thou haft howl’d away twelue winters. 

Ar. Pardon, Mafter, 

I will be corrcfpondent to command 
And doe my fpryting, gently. 

Pro. Doe foj and after two daies 
I will difeharge thee. 

Ar. That’s my noble Matter: 

W hat fhall I doe ? fay what ? what fhall I doe ? 

Pro, Goe make thy felfe like a Nymph o’th* Sea, 

Be fubie£ to no fight but thine^nd mine: inuifible 
To euery eye-ball elfe: goe take this Chape 
And hither come in’t: goe: hence 
With diligence. Exit. 

Pro . Awake, deere hart awake, thou haft flept well 
Awake. 

Mir. The ftrangenes of your ftory,put 
HeauinelTe in me. 

Pro . Shake it off: Come on, 

Wee’ll vifit Caliban, my flaue, who neuer 
Yeelds vs kinde aniwere. 

Mir. ’Tis a villaincSir, I doe not loue to lookeon, 

Pro . But as \is 

We cannot nrffe him: he do’s make our fire. 

Fetch in our wood, and ferues in Offices 
That profit vs: What lu>a; flaue : Caliban : 

Thou Earth, thou: fpeake. 

Cal . within. There’s wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth I fay, there’s other bufines for thee: 
Come thou Toi toys, when ? Enter Artellike a water* 

Fine apparifion* my queint Ariel, Nymph. 

Hearke in thine eare, 

Ar. My Lord, it fhall be done. Exit. 

7 'ro. Thou poy fonous flaue, got by $ diuell himfclfe 
Vpon thy wicked Dam; come forth. Enter Caliban, 

Cal. As wicked dewe, as crc my mother brufh’d 
With Rauens feather from vnwholefome Fen 
Drop on you both: A South weft blow on yce, 

And biifter you all ore. 

Pro. For this be fure, to night thou {halt haue cramps, 
Side-ftitches, that (hall pen thy breath vp, Vrchins 
Shall for that vaft of ni^ht,that they may worke 
All excrcife on thee: thou (halt be pinch’d 
As thicke as hony-combe, each pinch more flinging 
Then Bees that made’em. 

Cal. I muft eat my dinner : 

This Ifland’s mine by Sycorax my mother. 

Which thou tak’ft from me: when thoucam’ftfirft 
Thou ftroakft me,& made much of me: wouldft giue me 
Water with berries in’c: and teach me how 
To name the bigger Light, and howthclefle 
That burnc by day,and night: and then I lou’d thee 
And fhew’d thee all the qualities o’ch’ Ifle ^ 

Thcfrefh Springs,Brinc#pits; barren place and fcrtill, 
Curs’d be I that did fo: All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax : Toades, Beetles, Batts light on you: 

For I am all the Subie&s that you haue, 

Which firft was min owncKlng : and here you fty^mc 
In this hard Rocke,whilcs you doc keepe from me 
The rcfto’th’Ifland. 

Pro. Thou 
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fro. Thoumoftlyingtfaue, 

Whom ftripes may moue,not kzndnes:I haue vs d thee 
/Filth as thou art)vvith humane care,and lodg’d thee 
In mine owncCell/till thou didft feeke to violate 

The honor of my childc. 

Cali r Oh ho, oh ho. Would t had bene done: j 
Thou didft preuent me, I had pcopcl’d elfe 
This Iflc with Calibans. » / 

Mira. Abhorred Slaue, 

Which any print of goodneffe wilt not cake$ 

Being capable of all ill: I pittied thee. 

Took pains to nuke thee I peak, taught thee each noure 
One thing or other; when thou didft not (Sauagc) 
Know thine owne meaning; but wouldft gabble, like 
A thing mod brutifh, I endow’d thy purpofes 
With words that made them knowne:But thy vild race 


/Tho thou didft learn)had that in’t,which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waft thou 
Deferuedly confin’d into this Rocke, who hadft 
Deferudmorethena prifon. 

Cal. You taught me Language,and my profit one 
Is,I know how to curfe : the red-plague rid you 
For learning me your language. 

Prof Hag-fccd,hence: 

Fetch vs in Fewell, and be quickc thou’rt beft 
Toanfwcr other bufinefle : ibrug’ft thou (Molicc) 

If thou negledft, or doft vnwillingly 

What I command, lie rackc thee with old Cr ampes, 

Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rore. 

That beafts fhall tremble at thy dyn. 

Cal . No,’pray thee. 

I muft obey, his Art is of fuehfpow’r, 

Jt would controll my Dams god Setebos , 

And make a vaflaile of him. 

Pro . So flaue,hence. Exit Cal, 

Enter Ferdinand & Ariel ; inuifible playing & fngingi 
Ariel Song. Come vnto tbefe ye How finds, 
and then take hands : 

Curtfed when yon haue,and kfft 
the wilde wanes whtfl: 

Tooteitfeatly heere , and there , andfweetc Sprights be are 

the burthen. Burthen dilpcriedly. 
Harkefharkejbowgh wawgh: the watch-Dogges barite, 
bowgh-wawgh. 

Ar. hark, I hcare,the (Iraine of(Ir sitting Chant icier § 

cry cockadidlc-dowe, j 

Per .Where (hold this Mufick be? Teh airc,or tifearth? 

It founds no more: and fure it way tes vpon 
Some God ’oth’Iland, fitting on a banke. 

Weeping againethc King mv Fathers w f rackc. 

This Muficke crept by me vpon the waters, 

Allaying both their fury, and my paffion 
With it’s fweet ayre: thence I haue follow’d it 
(Or it hath drawneme rather) but ’tis gone. 

No, it begins againe. 

Ariell Song. FuHfadorn fine thy Father lies 9 , 

Ofhu bones are far all made : 

Thofe arepearles that were his eict, 

Nothing of him that doth fade, 

Bat dothfitffer a Sea-change 
Into fomething rich,tjrftrange: 

Sea-Nimphs hourly ring his knell. 

Burthen: ding dong. 
Hark enow / hear e them, ding-dong be 8 * 

* er ‘. Ditty do’s remember my drown’d father, 

I his is nombrtall bufines, nor no found 


That the earth owes: I heart it now aboucmc. 

Pro. The fringed Curtaincs of thine eye aduancc, 
And fay what thou fee’ft yond. 

Mira. What is’t a Spirit? 

Lord, how it lookes about: Beleeuc me fir. 

It carries a brauc forme. But ’tis a Ipirit. 

Pro. No wench,it cacs,and fleeps, & hath fuch fenfes 
As we haue: fuch. This Gallant which thou feeft 
Was in the wrackc 2 and but hec’s fomething ftain’d 
With greefe (that’s beauties canker) ^ might’ft call him 
A goodly perfon: he hath loft his fellowes* 

And firayes about to finde’em. 


Mir. I might call him 
A thing diuinc.for nothingnaturall 
I cuerfaw fo Noble, 

Pro. It goes on I lee 

As my fouleprompts it: S,pirit,finc fpirit,Uc free thee 
Within two dayes for this. 

Fer. Mofrfurc thcGoddeflc 
On whom thefc ayres attend: Vouchfafc my pray’r 
May know if you remaine vpon this Ifland, 

And that you will lomc good inftrti£fion giue 
How I may bcare me heere : my prime requeft 
(Which I do la ft pronounce) is f O yoit wonder) 

If you be Mayd, or no ? 

Mr. No wonder Sir, 

But certainly a Mayd. 

Fer. My Language ? Heaucns • 

I am the beft of them that fpeake this fpebch. 

Were I but where’tis fpoken. 

Pro. How? the beft? 

What wer t thou if the King of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer, A Angle thing, as I am now,that wonders 
To hearc thcc lpeake of Naples: he do’s heare me* 

• And that he do’s, I wcepe : my felfe am Naples, 

Who, with mine eyes (neuer fincc at ebbe) beheld 
The King my Father wrack’t# 

'JAtir. Alacke, for mercy. 

her. Yes faith,& all his Lords,the Duke of MiSainc 
And his braue fonne, being twaine. 

Pro. The Duke of Mtllaine 
And his more brauer daughter, could controll thee 
If now ’cwerc fit to do’c: At the firft fight 
They haue chang’d eyes; Delicate Artel, 
lie fc t thee free for this. A word good Sir, 

I fcarc you haue done your felfe iome wrong : A word. 

Mr. Why fpcakes my father fo vngently ? This 
Is the third man that ere 1 faw: the firft 
That ere I figh’d for: pitty moue my father 
To be enclin’d my way. 

Fer. O, ifaVir gin. 

And your affc&ion not gone forth, lie make you 
The Quecne of Naples. 

Pro. Soft fir, one word more. 

They are both in eythers pow’rs 3 But this fwift bufines 
I muft vneafie make, leaft too light winning 
Make the prize light. One word more: I charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do’ft heere vfurpe^ 

The name thou ow’ft not, and haft put thy felfe 
Vpori this Ifland, as afpy,towinit 
From me, the Lord on’t. 

Fer. No, as I am a man# 

Mir. Ther’s nothing ill, can dwell in fuch a Temple, 
If the ill-fpiric haue fo fayre a houfe. 

Good things will ftriuc to dwell with’t. 

Pro. Follow me# 

a;* 


Pro. \ 
































































